CRESCENDO

coming tremendous events and that the war would be won by
Armistice Day. It's no good saying that an intelligent person would
laugh when reading such stuff. First of all very few people are
intelligent, and people who suffer and hope and pray listen more
readily to their hearts than to reasoned thinking. One further proof
that the leaflet was one of the devastating methods of German
propaganda. And I thought again of the hard task that faced England
in her struggle against the Hun.
In the evening Therese came with the news that the next day she
would get me the permit that would see me across the line. I was
glad to hear that. We could thus take some luggage with us. We
arranged to meet the next morning at eleven and 1 was to bring
six photographs of myself and six photographs of Nona. I was a
little before my time for our appointment, and sat outside the cafe
and watched tlae Germans, detachedly. They were going out of
my life, and if we met again 1 hoped the advantage wouldn't be
completely theirs. Thcr&sc came, took the photographs and I asked
her to lunch with me near the Cite.
I had two hours to kill and the thought came to me to go to
Notre Dame and say good-bye to it, too, I stood for a considerable
time outside the church. How many water-colours of the Notre
Dame had I sold ! It was with a sort of proprietory look that 1 gazed
at it. I went to the bridge and there beneath it were a tug and a
barge; they came straight out of Robert's picture, the one I sold
to an infantry sergeant. Then I went inside the cathedral.
The grey lorries outside the church had prepared me, yet it was
with disgust that I saw the huge mass of Germans moving about, and
crunch, crunch their boots went. To the right was a shrine literally
covered with tricolours. Candles were burning, and as they
flickered they sent light and intermittent shadows on to the red,
blue and white of the banners, and only white on those who knelt
before the cross and the flags. Tired faces, they must have got so
tired waiting in queues, waiting for news from their prisoners,
It was a sad crowd of people, all very earnest and the German boots
crunching behind diem.
This, if ever, was a moment to pray for France, and 1 knelt and
let my eyes rest on the banners, and my ears kept out the noise of
the boots. Later I got up and noticed that a nun was looking at me.
As I moved away she seemed to follow me. There was a timid,
questioning look in her eyes. I stopped and asked, "What is it, ma
sosurT In a little old voice she asked if I were English. 1 couldn't
disappoint her. I said 1 was. "How happy I am," she sighed. Then